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THE OLD MAJOR
POOE Major Jones was very bald.
His head without a hair Shone snowy as the Matterhorn,
Or alabaster rare.
He had a wife and children ten, And each day found it harder
To keep sufficient, full supply Of forage in the larder.
He'd fought in battles by the score, Of steel his nerves were made.
His bald head ever went the first In charge or escalade.
But for he had no interest And scorned to climb backstairs,
Promotion left him in the lurch, Just like hi$ faithless hairs*
So in the British Army List,
He was the oldest Major, And dandy subs they sneered at him,
An ancient, seedy stager.